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The Final Walk 


Author's Notes: 

This image was taken during promotion for the film "Shocker". Both Alice Cooper and Megadeth were involved 
with the music for it. N've been wanting to do something with it for a long time. Now my sick and twisted 
brain has worked it out. Enjoy.. 


Even though | walk through the valley of the shadow of death, | fear no evil, for You are with me; Your rod and 
Your staff, they comfort me. 
They were all bitches. Pieces of meat for me to fuck. None of them deserved to live. Skanks, whores, the 


worthless scum of the world. But it's not them they got me for. Oh no, they don't know about any of them. 
Don't know about the bodies scattered across the United States. 


No, they got me for the pretty boy. The one with the big eyes and the thick, wavy hair. He'd come from 


Minnesota and, the first time | laid eyes on him, | knew | had to have him. 


All of him. 


So | did. | took and took and took. And he enjoyed it. Loved every second of it. He loved being my pet. Enjoyed 
being on his knees for me. Adored it when | worshiped him. He was beautiful, ethereal even, as though he was 


a being from another plane. And maybe he was. 
Maybe he's back with there now. 
God, this fuckin’ corridor's long. The cuffs are chaffing at my wrists and ankles. 


Everything was perfect until that one night in Miami. | still don't know what fuckin’ went wrong. Maybe I'd kept 
him around for too long. Maybe I'd become to complacent. Whatever went wrong, it landed me in this fuckin’ 
place. All I've seen for the last three years have been white walls, bars, and more fuckin’ walls. Hell, even my 
fuckin’ lawyer gave up. Decided it wasn't worth the time trying to save my ass. Not with all the evidence 
stacked against me. Instead the bastard decided to tell me what they were going to do to me. "Preparing you 
for the worst," he said. 


Yeah. That. Evidence. I'd never left any shit behind before. Its how | got away with it. Always made sure to 
properly clean up after myself. Get rid of the whores properly and dispose of anything and everything that 
had come into contact with them. Even my cars if | had to. Not that anyone missed them. They were just 

whores. Runaways. Skanks looking for a bed for the night and maybe something to warm their veins as they 


fell asleep forever. 


Shit! How much further have | got to walk? Ten steps they told me. Ten steps from the cell to the door and 


five steps across the room. Yet that door looks like it's fuckin’ miles away. 


But him. The kid from the sticks. He wasn't one of them. | should've realised he wasn't a runaway. That he 
wasn't a skank. He talked about his fuckin’ family enough. And he called them every Sunday without fail. We 
nearly made it big, me and him and, for a while, my bloodlust was calmed. | didn't need it while | had him 

around. He seemed to quieten the demons inside. For the first time in my life, | loved someone. | adored him 


with all of my body and soul. 
Then | flipped Saw him talking to another dude. And the demons came screaming back. 


When we got back to our hotel, | bound and gagged him. Fucked him one last time. Took in the terror in his 
eyes. For once | didn't react. For once | didn't stop. | just gloated as he tried to free himself, my excitement 
growing with every passing second. He didn't know about my past. Didn't know that Id killed before. 


| dumped his body in the Everglades and ran. But | couldn't let go of all of him and that was my downfall. That 
was how | got caught. OF course his parents would go looking for him the second he didn't call home on a 
Sunday. And it didn't take much to find me. Not with my hair. They caught me in Kansas and dragged me back 
to Florida. 


And there, in my car, they found some of his shit. A couple of shirts still tainted with his beautiful smell. 


They tore the car apart and found his hair and blood in the trunk. They found the knife I'd used to carve out 
his still beating heart. They found the final Polaroid I'd taken of his dead body. 


Like | said, | couldn't let him go. Even in death | still loved him. 


Of course they found his body. | told them where it was in the hopes of getting a lesser sentence. But no, 
they decided | was going to die. Called it a "horrific murder". | preferred to call it a crime of passion. If | 


couldn't have David, then no one else could either. 


They took my hair. Shaved off the thick waves I'd spent so many years growing. They've shoved me in an adult 
diaper because apparently I'll piss and shit myself. 


We finally reach the door and one of the guards opens it. Suddenly l'm face to face with the three hundred 
pound chair which will send me to the next life. They've drugged me to make me more compliant but that 
doesn't stop me resisting. Digging my heels in, | back off, a low whine growling from my lips. Beyond it, | can 
see people watching and waiting. Hands grab me and arms wrap around me and | make myself as heavy as 
possible. My head's pulled up and | look into the eyes of one of the guards. They're dark and dead, as thought 
they're used to this. Used to seeing the final fight of the condemned. 


"Do you want to be remembered like this?" he hisses. 
"Fuck youl" | reply. 


It doesn't matter because l'm going to be remembered for being a murderer. For snuffing out the life of a 
sweet, young man. | won't be remembered for the others whose lives I've taken. They'll never know about 
them. Those | managed to hide well enough. 


An elbow to the stomach disables me and, panting heavily, | hang from their hands as they drag me across 
the room. My back hits the wood, closely followed by my ass and, before | can respond, thick leather straps 
have been closed around my body. My fingers wrap around the arms of the evil device and | can feel my 
breath coming in short pants. My throat is tightening and my mouth is dry. | look straight ahead, eyes 
studying the people beyond the glass. Some | recognise, most | don't. | suspect David's family are hidden behind 
the one way glass to my right. 


Suddenly everything comes into sharp focus. | only have a few moments left. Only a few more breaths and a 


few more thoughts. How am | going to use them? How am | going to savour them? 


The air | draw in tastes sweet and my brain races through everything I've been through. My whole life is 
there, right in front of me, for a few seconds. Suddenly the remorse hits me and | realise why | let them 


catch me. | realise why I'm letting them take my life from me. 


| loved him. And | killed him. | can't live without him. At least now I'll be going back to him. I'll be able to see 


him again. Will he forgive me? Will he still love me? 


The warden steps into my line of sight. For once, his face is soft. You can tell he hates doing this. "Do you 
have any final words?" he asks. 


Licking my lips, | take a deep breath. "David," | murmur. "David, | love you. I'm sorry. | shouldn't have done it. | 


hope you forgive me, and | hope your family forgives me. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry.” 


| can feel the tears welling up in my eyes. But there's no time for them to fall as everything goes black. 


